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All those wonderful characters from Walt Disney's 
Peter Pan movie are yours to play with, to read 
about, to color and paint. You'll have ever so much 
fun enjoying the adventures in the many ways that 
Whitman offers them. For instance, those two big 
coloring books jam-packed with pictures . . . the 
two story books, one with full-color pictures on 
every page, the other a jumbo book with 192 pages 
and 48,000 words ... the punch-out book with 



characters that you may put together yourself . . . 
picture puzzles galore, some in frame trays, and 
others come six in a box . . . sewing cards complete 
with cord laces . . . statuettes of eleven Peter 
Pan movie characters, each with plastic stand- 
up base . . . and a fun book filled with "things to 
do," like games, puzzles, dot-to-dot and more! 
You'll find Whitman's Peter Pan fun at stores 
everywhere. 




DON'T TURN ME DOWN, 
ROY / I'VE WRITTEN BINS 
THAT YOU'D COME .' AND 
I'VE FIXED IT UP WITH 
THE ROOTER TRACTOR 
COMPANY FOR, YOU TO 
POSE AS A SALESMAN. 



YOU SHOULD \] 
HAVE BEEN A ' 

SALESMAN INSTEAD 
OP A SHERIFF.' YOU'VE 
SURE PUT ME 1N.A 
POSITION WHERE I'LL 
HAVE TO BUY THAT , 
DEPUTY JOB, 
REGARDLESS ' 





SO, THE NEXT DAY SEES ROY 
WITH TRIGGER AND HIS DOG BULLET 
BOARDING A TRAIN, AR/ZONA'BOUND. 



■ 



ANGES OF ADDRESS 



ANO 7WENTY-FQUK NOUNS LATER ME FINDS HIM - 
SELF BESIDE A LOADING PEN IN THE MIDDLE OF 
NOWHERE— OR OF THE "SADDLE" WHICH fS THE 
SAME THIN —WITH PATCHES OF SNOW STILL 
UNMELTED. 





A COLD RAIN HAS SET 
IN BEFORE ROY REACHES 
PRONGHORN, TURN/NO 
THE S/HGLE STREET TO MUD. 




AND TOWAQP NIGHT THE RAIN BEGINS AGAIN 



WHY—OONT you— 
fCtU ME—RUSTLEQ... 
THE WAY YOU KILLED 
CHICO RQSARtQ—AND 
HIS SHEEP f 




YOU WANTED TO SEE INFERNO WASH, 
LAWMAN ? THIS IS IT.' GO ON™ DOWN 
THE BANK / IT'S ONW WET NOW— , 
BUT PT WILL BE FLOODING TOMOffOOWf 





/ WE MADE IT— PARTNERS, 
V BUT ONLY JUST—/ 




— AMD THE SUN'5 COMING OUT.' THAT 
WILL DRY UP THE WASH IN A FEW DAYS,' 
WE'LL HEAO FOR GRANNY HOLT'S 
PLACE AND WAIT FOR THAT / 




TOWARD EVENING, ROY AND HIS WEARY 
FOUR-FOOTED PARTNERS REACH 
THE LITTLE STONE RANCH MOUSE 

ON STEER M0UHTAIN. _ jat „^^ 




HAYSTACK IN THE C'RRAL— TURN YOUR t<; 
HORSE IN .' I'VE GOT A BEEF BONE AND , ~ 
SOME BISCUITS FOR YOUR PUP. BUT HURRY.' 
I HAVEN'T SEEN A SOUL TO TALK TO SINCE 
THAT SHEEPHERDER, LAST MONTH / / ^- 



AN HOUR LATER, ROY HAS DECIDED TO TAKE 

A CHANCE ON GRANNY, AND TELL HER EVERYTHING. 

/ — SO TUAT'S WHY I'M HERE, 
I GRANNY.' TO BUXK A RANGE WAR, 
V AND STOP THESE RANGE MURDERS.' 
^. IN OTHER WORDS, TO STOP MR, 
COLBY KNISHT .' IF YOUVE t 
ANY IDEAS— ■? , 




/wSW WE CENTER OF THE BUTTEb ELAT TCP, 

/toys dos stops wrm a warning bark. 




AFTtHAOUMtrat- 

MiLE OF ANCIENT, 

WATE8-T0aN TUNNEL 

DJM GLOW APPEARS. 





FULL OAYUGHT SHOWS THE 
GREAT CAVERN TEEMING WITH 
ACTIVITY f UNDER THE EVE OF 
THEIR BLACK-GARBED LEADER, THE 
BUSTLERS PUSH A BUNCH QF TWO 
HUNDRED COWS TOWARO ONE END.,. 




THERE GOES THE LAST OF 'EM 

WHAT'LL WE DO NOW— SET 

OUR MOSSES AND FOLLOW? 




BUT I AIM TO WAIT AND 
SEE WOW YOU DO COME 
OUT WITH H|M? IP YOU 
LOSE, I'LL PLUG HIM — 
AND TAKE HIS CARCASS 
TO SUOW EVERY SWEEP- 
MAN AND COWMAN IN THIS 
5A0DLE COUNTRY WHO WAS 
BEEN STEAUM' THEM BLIND.' 



*^ WELL, "WAT WINDS UP MY BUSINESS 
HERE COB THE SEASON ,' I'LL FLY 
MO AERAN6E COR THE 5AIE OF THIS 
LAST BUNCH OF COWS 




'N A BLUR OF 
SPEED, KNIGHT'S 
HANDS WHIP DOWN TO 
MIS GUNS, AND UP AGAIN- 



NOT NOW, ROGERS ! BUT 
17 SALONS WAY PROM 
HERE TO PRONGHORN-- 
AND WINGS COULD 
HAPPEN. 




— LIKE M£f AN OLD WIDDER WOMAN 
WHOSE COW CRITTECS YOU'VE STOLEN ^ 
MI&HT GET IMPATIENT WITH THE / 

SLOWNESS OF THE LAW, AND / SUE MIGU" 
MAKE USE OF JUDGE COLT,' J BUT SHE WON'T, ) 
&RANN' 




SHE WONT — BECAUSE I HAPPEN TO KNOW 
HOW TO RUN ONE OF THESE FLYING 
WINDMILLS. WE'LL HOP R16HT UP /* 
OUT OF GOBUN HILL IN MR. / SHUCKS! YOU 
COLBY KNIGHTS UEUCOPTER, / MEAN / CAN'T 
AND BE IN PRONGHORN A GO ALONG ? 

BEFORE \OU KNOW IT " 






=/ NOW, WHAT IN THE WORLD — ? \ 


•iSW 


M>-^ 
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£~-g[to, J 
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BUT WE HAVENT GOT PROOF THAT CHARLEY WARD ! 
PENNED THESE COWS UP HERE, VOORHEEs! SOMEONE 
ELSE COULD HAVE DONE IT. 
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( CHARLEY! CHARLEY 


WMflO/ Vf»A"f UP/^M 
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HE'S SKIPPED 
OUT! VERY 
WELL- --WE'LL 
MAKE SURE 
THAT HE 
DOESN'T 

back! 





CURSED COWARDS- ■• 
ALL OF YOU! '/— .», 


)/ VOORHEES, YOU 
•SI FOOL! D0N7-- 
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Andy Olson hummed a cheerful little tune 
to himself, as he strode along the narrow 
bush trail. Strapped to his wide shoulders 
was a bulky pack— a part of his winter's sup- 
plies—and strapped to the pack was his rifle. 
Three more trips would see his snug trapper's 
cabin, at the headwaters of Whitefish Creek, 
well-stocked for the long, cold months ahead. 
Andy, with the boundless confidence of youth, 
welcomed the challenge of the Great North- 
west! 

At a turn of the trail he halted, listening. 
A light breeze brought him the hoarse laugh- 
ter of a man, and the angry screech of a 
bird. Andy frowned, and hurried on. 

Another bend showed him the noise 
makers. A hulking half-breed, by the name 
of Joe Pelouse, was jabbing with a stick at 
a robin-sized bird who was tied by the leg 
to a bush. The bird— a young pigeon hawk- 
was full of fight. But the string caused it to 
"nose-dive" every time the little creature tried 
to fly at its tormenter. 

The sight put Andy into a cold rage. 

"Quit that!" he roared, grasping Joe's 
shoulder, and spinning him around. "Turn 
that poor mite of a bird loose— now!" 

Pelouse gaped in astonishment. Then his 
black brows drew together In a scowl. 

"TONNERE!" he shouted, raising the stick. 
"I feex you! No man talk to Joe Pelouse like 
that—!" 

He lunged, striking. The stick broke on 
Andy's shoulder with a loud crack. There was 



a duller, heavier crack, as And/s fist landed 
on Joe's jaw— like the kick of a mule. 

No second blow was needed. Pelouse 
dropped, in a slow spin, to He on his face, 
knocked oj|t. Andy strode past him to the 
bush, where the tiny hawk crouched, shrilling 
defiance at him. One of the small wings 
drooped helplessly; the other was raised 
ready far battle. 

"I can't turn you loose with that broken 
wing," Andy growled. "Which means that 
I'll have to take you along with me-whether 
you like it or not, little fellow!" 

Andy had a way with animals. Though 
he trapped them for a living, he avoided the 
use of traps in which one might linger for 
hours or days in agony. He set deadfalls, 
which killed instantly, without pain. He had 
mourned over the death of his old dog, and 
had not bought another. 

Little Eric, as he named the hawk, soon 
became And/s inseparable friend. Wherever 
Andy went, he rode on the big trapper's 
shoulder. He learned that the startling report 
of Andy's rifle meant fresh deer meat for 
both of them— and as a born hunter. Little 
Eric learned to spot game, even before Andy 
could see it. 

Little Eric then .announced his discovery 
with a tiny screech, and a tug at Andy's ear 
with his sharp little beak. Andy's shot was 
the signal that sent him flopping and hop- 
ping to reach the game first. Later, when his 
wing healed, he flew like a feathered bullet. 



Like all hawks, Little Eric was always hun- 
gry. He fed on the meat of trapped animals, 
too— and his disappointment was even keener 
than Andy's when they found a trap empty. 
This was not often— until one day, when they 
found three deadfalls destroyed— with an 
axe! Little Eric screamed with rage over each 
one. Andy's anger was silent— but he found 
the snowshoe track of Joe Pelouse, where 
the snow had not drifted over it. The track 
was fresh— perhaps an hour old— for the wind 
was blowing hard. Andy followed, running 
now! 

It was Eric who spotted their quarry, and 
flew to the attack! His needle-sharp talons 
sliced into Joe Pelouse's ear. With a howl 
the big half-breed whirled— but Eric was in 
the air! Joe's rifle whammed— and missed 
■ . . and missed again! 

Then Andy Olson's bellow rang through 
the bush. 

"Drop your gun, you trap-robber! And put 
up your hands! I'm licking the tor out of you, 
right now!" 

Joe swung about-but his rifle did not fall. 
Instead, it whipped up to aim! 

BIANG1 

The bullet's shock against Andy's ribs 
whirled him around. He hit the snow, with 
his right arm under him, his hand close to 
the .22 pistol in his pocket. Andy knew in 





that instant that he had one chance only- 
if he played dead. He shut his eyes and lay 
un-stirring! 

It fooled Little Eric. With a scream of dis- 
may the tiny hawk flew to his big partner. 
Desperately,' with voice and beak, he tried 
to rouse him. And just as desperately Andy 
trfed to give no sign of life. 

"Ho, ho!" roared Pelouse. "De beeg but- 
ter-in is dead as one mutton dat hang in de 
market! Now Joe Pelouse feex de leetle 
one!" 

He whipped up his rifle— but the move- 
ment was now familiar to Eric. Shrilling his 
anger, he flew straight at Joe's face. The 
gun went off, harmlessly. , . . Then Andy's 
pistol spoke from the ground. Joe dropped 
his weapon, yelling. He yelled again, as Eric's 
talons sliced his nose. 

Andy got to his feet. Keeping Pelouse cov-' 
ered, he took off coat and shirt and band- 
aged his own flesh wound as well as he 
could. Then he bandaged and splinted Joe's 
broken arm. 

"You'll need a doctor to dig that ,22 bullet 
out, Pelouse," he stated. "You can make it 
to the settlement alone. But when your arm 
heals, remember— DON'T COME BACK! Be- 
tween Little Eric and me, you won't last os 
long 'as a snowball in August!" 



NAVAJOS ARE ALWAYS NEEDING MONEY TO 
GET THEIR JEWELRY OUT OF HOCK? LIKE THE 

TIME BOY-RUNNING-AFTER-HIS-HORSE FOUND 
£--— — -—>. TRADER LOU COLLINS 

OH.CHARLEYf^^ MURDERED . 




*well,it was~thisway... eov" 1 *iis"hi-'--'*s''" 

FOR LOU'S TRADING POST.HOf-iKO T© BORROW 
ANOTHER FIVE DOLLARS ON HI9 TURO'JQlSe- 
AND-SILVER BELT THATWAS ALREADY 
IN HOCK THERE-. . 




"BOY COULDN'T SEE THE FRONT OF THE 
BUILDING, SO THE SOUND OF A PISTOL 
SHOT DIDN'T EXCtTE HIM TOO MUCH--- 

UGH! SHOT SOUND 
INSIDE POST? MAY8E 
HOSTEEN LOU 
SHOOTS AT 
COYOTE 
THROUGH 
WINDOW,- 



- — UNTILHE SAW A RIDER HIGHTAILING AWAY 
FROM THE PLACE, WITH A BULGING FLOUR 
SACK.IN HIS HAND . 






"BOY'S SHARP 
EYES TOOK IN 
THE ROOM AT 
A GLANCE' THE 
CA5H DRAWER 
WAS PULLED 
OUT AND EMPTY' 
THE PEGS IN 
THE WALL 
WHERE MANY 
HUNDREDS OF 
DOLLARS 
WORTH OF 
PAWNED 
JEWELRY 
ALWAYS HUNG 
WERE EMPTY- 
MURDER ANO 
ROBBERY AT 
ONE STROKE'" 



"BOY CARRIED LOU COLLINS OUTSIDE— TO A 
PLACE WHERE LATER A GRAVE COULD BE 

MADE WITHOUT TOUCHING THE BODY 

FOR NAVAJOS ARE SUPERSTITIOUS 
ABOUT THAT " 



DO NOT FEAR THAT YOUR 
HUSBAND'S MURDERER WILL 
I^ESCAPE.CLOUD WOMAN! I WILL RIDE 
j^TOTHE HOGANS OF 
| HOSTEEN TWO 
, SALT AND HIS 
t RELATIVES! 
.THEY WILL 
J HELP' 




"IT TOOK BOY'S WIRY NAVAJO PONY ABOUT TEN 
MINUTES TO COVER THE THREE MILES TO OLD 
TWO SALT'S PLACE, " 






'THERE WERE: TEW YOUNG NAVAJOS WHOftODE AFTER 

THE KILLER TWO OF. THEM ON THEIR FASTEST 

PONIES FANNING QUTTQ RICK UP THE MAN'S TRAIL' 

THEY WERE ARMED TO THE TEETH — 

BUT UNDER STRICT ORDERS 




LATE THAT AFTERNOON, HANK NASAL, 
THE MURDERER OF LOU COLLINS. 
NOTICED DUST PUFFS BEHIND HIM' 
HE DIDN'T HURRY " 



'---CONFIDENT, OF HIS OWN MARKSMANSHIP 
INJUNS! I DIDN'T THINK THEY'O HAVE T 
NERVE TO FOLLOW ME 

SOMETHIN' TO THIN 
ABOUT! JUST LET'EM 

^GET CLOSE ENOUGH-^ 





IT'S GETTING DARK> 

AND MY RIFLE'S 

AS GOOD AS 

THEIRS IF 

THEY 

TO SNEAK 

UP ON 



"NABAL PICKED 
OUTA NICE SPOT TO 
DEFEND HIMSELF— 
BUT HE MADE ONE 
MISTAKE IN HIS ; 
FIGURING: THE J 
NAVAJOS DIDN'T 
AIMTO KILL HIM! : 
THEY WOULD LET .. : ' 
THE DESERT DO 
THAT? 




"THAT NIGHT HE FINISHED THE WATER IN 

/ONE OF HIS TWO CANTEENS. " 

"THE NAVAJOS' POMES MOVED NO 

NEARER THOUGH THEY HAD BEEN 

GIVEN WATER FROM THE BAGS THEY 
CARRIED, AND SEEMED FRESH ' 




'AT DAWN HE WAS RIDING AGAIN BUT HE 

COULDN'T GET HIS HORSE TO MOVE ANY 
FASTER THAN A WALKf THE POOR 
CRITTER WAS STARVING FOR WATER--- 
DYING ON ITS FEET. 

" NABALHAD NO CHOICE BUT TO RtDE FOR THE 

LITTLE COLORADO SINCE HE DIDN'T 

KNOW THE COUNTRY OR WHERE ELSE 
TO FIND WATER.'' 




'TWO DAYS LATER, BOY -RUNNING- AFTER - 
HIS-HORSE RODE BACK TO HOSTEEN 
LOU'S TRADING POST . LOU'S INDIAN 
WIDOW WAS SITTING OUTSIDE WITH 
HER BLANKET OVER HER HEAD ." 



YOU HAVE MUCH TURQUOISE AND SILVER, 

CLOUO WOMAN INCLUDING MY BELT ON 

WHICH 1 OWE YOU TEN DOLLARS! YOU 
ALSO HAVE ALL THE MONEY 

THAT THE WHI 

ROBBER TOOK 

WILL YOU 

LOAN ME FIVE 1 

DOLLARS 

WORTH OF 

FLOUR ON MY / 
BELT? 




BUFFALO 
SKINNERS 



Before cattle ranching became 

a major industry in some areas, 

, d early westerners made their livin6 

.foil SY KILLING BUFFALO FOR THEIR SKINS. 
I -.tJ\i MOST HUNTERS USED THE "BIG .50" 
/j'JlJjW SHARPS RIFLE WHICH THREW A SLUG 
yMh, HCil - F AN ,MCH 1N DIAMETER AND HEAVY 
Jij/, '* ENOUGH TO DOWN THE TOUGHEST BULL. 
•i ■$ THE CREW USUALLY CONSISTED OF A 
"4 HUNTER AND TWO "SKINNERS" WITH A 
I MAN TO CARE FOR THE HORSE AND, 
I WAGON AND HELP OUT WHERE 
[.NEEDED. V: l) 



Even after most of the buffalo were gone, they provided a 
PLivme for many men. their bones were discovered to be one of the best 
^fertilizers available when ground up and plowed into the soil, often, 
when beef prices dropped suddenly or transportation to market was lacking, 
cowboys and ranch owners tided over the slack season by gathering a 
loao of bones and selling them. 




BIG NEWS 



S, LOONEY TUNES ... Ai 
ONE TEAR \ adore Bugs Bur 
SUBSCRIPTIONS 

(CHOOSE ANY TITLES} / roYrOgYrS 




brand new. ACTION1 ACTION! AC 




LITTLE LULU ... A big laugh ond c 
Grand entertainment for entire fa 
Little Lulu out-smart Tubby and his 
TOM & JERRY ... The cranks To 
each other in their newest and live 
cause rears of laughter. 
LONE RANGER , , , Boys and Girl 
cry "HI YO SILVER" - The Lone Ra 


nily. See mischievous 
1 and Jerry play on 

thrill ta the familiar 
ger rides again! This 


TARZAN . . . King of the Jungle. P 
ing thrills of exciting adventure. 


tt^Wtt 


NEW FUNNIES . . . Hilarious, De 
Andy Pondo, Woody Woodpecker 
tickle your funnybone with their liv 
GENE AUTRY... Fosl moving s 


ightful. Wholesome! 
and their friends will 
ely adventures. 



FREE... 



BEAUTIFUL "DELL FAMILY" FULL COLOR PIN-UP! . 
MEMBERSHIP IN THE DELL COMICS CLUBI . . . 





RUSH ■ ■ ■ MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY! ■ This Money Saving Offer for limited Time Only! 



DELL PUBLISHING CO., INC. 



□ Tom & Jerry □ Tarion 

D Roy Rogers fi Gene Autry 

□ New Funnies G Lone Ranger 
D Looney Tunes [~] Little Lulu 
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ALL ABOARD FOR THIS WONDERFUL TREAT— ^ ~ 

^\&tf SUGAR C»* ? 



CP 






ASA CEREAL 

it'sdandy- 

FOR SNACKS 

rrs so handy 

-OR EAT/TUKE 
CANDY! 



SUGAR CRISP IS JUSTTl 
L. TICKET FOR'tWEEN MEALS. 
SO HANDY FOR SNACKS.' 
THERE'S WHEAT FOR 
NOURlSHMENT-A SPECIAL ' 
HONEY AND SUGAR- 
COATING FOR FLAVOR, 
PLUS QUICK ENERGY. 1 



YOU'RE ALWAYS ON THE RIGHT 
TRACK WITH SUGAR CRISP.' 
YOU CAN EAT IT LIKE CANDY 
MUNCH IT RIGHT OUT OF THE , 
BOX — YOU'LL LOVE IT) 
GET SOME — TODAY, 1 





